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The damned concert 


Author's Notes: 

Prompt: Amorphis - anything!! (Tomi Joutsen/Esa Holopainen). | may have a suspicion as to who might have 
wished for that story, but I'll keep it to myself. | love Amorphis so dealing with a fresh pairing was somehow a 
challenge.. | couldn't escape my beloved little angel interfering with this story as well, but he plays a b-role, 
and only spices up the content with some mystery... | have completed the story but | think it is better to 
upload it in chapters, so whoever wished for that, | hope you enjoy and find it appealing and amusing.. 


Part |: The damned concert. 


We had been stuck in the studio for hours, Esa and |, trying to pull through together some of the old songs of 
the band that were performed originally by their former vocalist - Pasi Koskinen, that is - in order to be 
ready for the upcoming gig. The fans went crazy for our older material, and |, being fairly new to the band, 
replacing the huge Pasi Koskinen, had not quite earned their trust yet. The old stuff would be a test to secure 
my „longevity within the band, and | was desperate to succeed and be approved of at last. 


It wasn't only a test in front of our fans, but also in front of my fellow bandmates - and their positive opinion 
was something that | yearned for and bore grave significance to me. Especially Esa, who looked a bit more 
serious, perhaps more skeptical and strict, was the toughest judge. He seemed to be pretty attached to 
Koskinen's skills and | think that | could see some bitterness in his eyes, whenever the conversation turned 
around the older albums and the vocalist's departure. Esa would be difficult to win over, that was for sure. 
But it was my true goal, the only thing | cared for at the moment and therefore struggled to achieve! | was 
feeling a special attraction towards him that differed from my friendly fondness for the other guys. | was so 
much at ease with Jan, the drummer, with Santeri, the keyboardist and even with Tomi, the other guitarist 
who happened to be one of the founding members (so his opinion was important). They seemed to be cooler, 
funnier and really good pals for a drink and an awesome boys-night out! But Esa.. Esa was different. He 
appeared to be chill and quiet, yet | knew that deep inside of him lurked something totally different, something 
bestial, if you asked me. His eyes were so penetrating and whenever they crossed mine, | felt them linger on 
me, perhaps a bit longer than one would expect.. | wondered what defect or drawback he would be considering 
about me at that moment.. Was | out of tune? Was | too short? Was my appearance out of sync with the 
band's image? My heart would skip a bit! 


This immediately meant that being stuck in the studio only with him and his guitar, trying to practice and 
teach me Koskinen's work, was a stressful experience for me. | was overwhelmed with a sense of failure and 
mediocrity, that | wasn't as good as Koskinen, that my voice lacked the passion and depth and aggressiveness 
of his voice, and so on, so forth. Let alone comparing my petty appearance to his - he was a majestic Goliath, 


whereas | was just a meager ant.. Could | equally replace such a formidable frontman and serve the band 


right? 

So, being preoccupied with such worries, | made all the possible mistakes a vocalist could make in a single song! 
That song was ‘Divinity’, from the Tuonela album - and instantly it had become my personal inferno! My voice 
could not stabilize, it fluctuated like an adolescent's who is about to enter manhood and it seemed that | was 
either out of tune constantly or failing dreadfully with the growling parts. | knew that | could growl - what the 


hell had happened all at once? How could they choose me over anyone else? | despised myself.. 


"OK, Tomi, would you like to take a break and have a beer?", Esa interrupted the hell-train of my thoughts, 


having perceived my discomfort and anxiety. 


" Uh, sure.. Yeah, a beer would be perfect right now... Wanna join me out?", | asked him and he smiled - with a 


reassuring, peace-offering, courteous smile. 
Sometimes he could be tender and more approachable. 


" | know you can do it, Tomi... [ts just your unjustifiable stress that keeps you back..", he started telling me, 
while he was taking a large swig of his beer and | looked down at my feet. 


" | don't know, man.. It feels.. Jeez.. | haven't been like that since high school's final exams!", | tried to excuse 


myself. 
" Well.. It can happen to anyone.. You gotta relax and feel the vibe of the song.. This is a very special song..." 
" Yeah, | know..." 


" Ht was not like Pasi was always correct when singing live, but he had the vibe, the feeling and the crowd went 


crazy, you know, even if he might have been croaking on the microphone!" 


His tone was soft and calm - the kind of voice you would expect from a teacher, or a caring parent, mature 


and wise, and somehow detached from human weaknesses... In a moment, | was diminished to a stressed-out 


student! Perfect! 


" You should watch out for your clean vocals, your voice should derive from the depths of your stomach, 
going upwards... Then the growls can pour out easily, smoothly..", he was teaching me and OK, there was 


nothing | could add, but to listen to him. 


Applying it was getting more and more impossible, frustrating. And along with my degrading skills, his patience 
started to wane, though he tried not to show it. The more | fucked up the song, the more his jaw tensed and 
his fingers fidgeted on his strings nervously. Time was passing by and we couldn't get blessed by its... divinity! | 
was so humiliated. 


Esa glanced at his cell phone after some futile minutes. It was getting late, apart from embarrassing, yet | 
couldn't get myself to muster the dignity that was left and go hore, call the rehearsal off, and run away. | 
wanted to stay there and look at Esa - at his beautiful siky hair, at his broad shoulders and toned muscles, at 
his icy blue eyes.. And seeing him get annoyed with me and distracted by his cell phone only upset me! 


" Ok, Tomi.. | have to go..", he said finally, after a few brief exchanges on his cell phone. Who was it? And, now 
what? What was | supposed to do? | had driven to Helsinki only for those rehearsals, staying in a rented room, 
far away from my hometown. | guessed if the rehearsal had turned out well, we would be hanging out for a 


beer - but no, the plan had changed, and | bet that he wouldn't even want to see me anymore that day. 
The clock was showing 2030. Too early to go back home and too late to ask people - the band fellows - out. 
Packing my microphone and headset, | overheard him talking on the phone with someone. He brought up the 
name of a club, there, in Helsinki and then: 


" Ill be there. See you in a while, pal.” 


Esa had arranged to meet somebody. My heart fluttered in my chest. Perhaps | was jealous, perhaps | liked 
him more than | could admit.. 


He blurted a quick " See you" and left almost in a hurry, without even looking back For him, | wasn't there, | 
had already vanished from his sight, | meant nothing, but a malfunctioning instrument for his band (that 


needed repair). 


| knew where he would be. | didn't know who he would meet there, but it didn't matter to me at the moment. 
Maybe | was curious to see his companion... It itched me, in my heart; jealousy was tickling me, mocking me, 
urging me with unspeakable thoughts and images, for my character. And that's how | condescended in doing the 
most humiliating thing in my life! | stalked him. Followed him without his knowledge, to the place where he had 


arranged to go and see for myself what had excluded my presence from his plans. 


There was a live concert going on. Ajattara. | had noticed Esa entering the premises, so that's where he had 
yearned to go. He had missed Pasi, and his disappointing interaction with me earlier that day, massacring one of 
Pasi's songs, had rendered that concert necessary, important. He wanted to pay his respect to his former 


vocalist, muse of the good old times, catch some divine vibe - something more alluring, compared to me. 
| was pissed off and distraught. The fuck - | was attending that Ajattara concert, for surel 


The club was dark, the air thick. All the people that had gathered looked pretty much identical - adopting the 
same kind of attire and attitude: rather wild and obscure, with extreme bloody corpse-paint covering several 
faces - like what one would expect from Ajattara's fans. | thought | saw Pasi Koskinen's doubles everywhere, 
staring weirdly at me. Maybe | was standing out like a sore finger with that damn red shirt and black 
sweatpants that | had been wearing for the rehearsal since the morning - | hadn't planned on attending any 
black metal concert.. | bought myself a beer and stood at a strategic standpoint, where | could have an 


unobstructed view of my favorite bandmate, without being too conspicuous. 
Hell, | needed a cigarette. 


Esa had taken off his leather jacket and was wearing only his tight black T-shirt, his beautiful tattooed arms 


stretched out clapping or waving in the air, only to look more attractive. | lit the cigarette. 
A small guy approached me - smaller than me, so | kinda felt relieved and encouraged, that my size actually 
was somewhat significant, not that bad. It was the Children of Bodom guitarist, drunk as always and shy when 


he was among people. He recognized me and greeted me courteously with a hug. 


" Tomi! Wassup dude? Are you here for Ajattara?", he asked a bit perplexed, as if he didn't expect me to listen 
to that kind of music at all - and what the fuck did he care to know now, huh? 


" Yeah.. Pretty cool band..." 


" They are awesome! My friend Tonmi is on the drums, so | couldn't miss them! Are you here on your own?", 


he asked politely. 


"Me? Yeah.. The decision to come was made on the spur of the moment... Didn't tell anyone..." 


" Esa is here too, you know... | saw him standing in the front line! We greeted each other, but dude, | can't 
stand to be there for a minute, you know - they'll crush me dead.. | thought you were here together-" 


" -Well, yeah, kind of..", | cut him mid-sentence " but let's not bother him, ok? | hate the frontline because 


they will crush me, like you, as welll" 
" Exactly. Only tough guys like Esa can be in the frontline - and girls..." 


" So, where is your crew? Are you alone here, too?", | felt obliged to keep the small talk, while | was observing 
Esa's movements from the corner of my eye. Made sure he didn't move out of my line of view, without him 


noticing me. 


" | dunno, dude, they are at home | guess? Janne is at his mom's place for dinner, Jaska has a new girlfriend, 
Henkka is out skiing and Roope.. he may be in Spain, who knows! I'm here for Tonmi and supporting Ajattara. | 
like Pasi a lot-", he was blabbering and then suddenly he shut up, eyes widening as much as possible, as if he 
realized that he was about to blurt something awkward or dumb, like praising my predecessor, for example. " 
You know.. I'll see you around.. Gonna find Tonmi before they get on stage..", he excused himself and 

disappeared in the crowd, leaving me alone with my flaming thoughts about Esa. Another stupid adorer of Pasi 


Koskinen - how great.. 


After some time, Ajattara jumped on stage and the crowd went crazy. Esa included. | had to merge with the 
mob's wave, if | wanted to keep myself in an upright position. Maybe smash somebody's face or punch 


someone's back... 


Pasi was majestic. His long black hair flowed like a living organism with each sensual sway of his body. And his 
voice shook the core of my soul. So strong, so deep.. How could he do it? Why was he so fucking captivating? | 
was watching Esa's awed expression and | wanted to growl above this fucker's voice.. Maybe gut one's 


intestines out, every time Esa took the expression of a person experiencing an intense orgasm... 


In the mosh, | noticed Alexi again, rushing like a mouse and | grabbed him from his arm, pulling him towards 
me. He was caught off-guard, startled, not expecting the violent tug, but | needed support, before acting out 
foolishly. 


" Come here, dude! Let's start a mosh pitl!", | yelled in his ear, spurring him to headbang wildly and pushing the 


crowd around us erratically. 


He followed my initiative without protest, like a lunatic wild child. | made a windmill with my long dreadlocks, 


earning the admiration of the people (mostly the girls) around us. | heard people shouting: 


" Wow.. Isn't this Alexi from Bodom and the new vocalist of Amorphis?" (nameless yet, they didn't remember 


my name), and then | lost poor Alexi from my eyes, as he was consumed by a group of black-clad vultures 


who plunged into him, upon realizing his identity. | hoped to see him alive after that, but right at that moment, 
| couldn't become his guardian... 


Esa was looking in our direction and | hoped and prayed that he wouldn't notice me (in my red shirt and my 
flailing dreadlocks... 


When the concert was over, | caught up with Alexi and stuck with him. He was disheveled and his T-Shirt was 
torn, but at least he was in one piece. And that's when Esa saw us! He came to our place with curiosity drawn 


on his face. 
" Tomi, | didn't know you would come here, too..", he told me, skinning me alive with his cold stare. 


" Yeah, I'm here with my good friend, Alexi..", and put an arm around the shorter man's shoulders, to Esa's 


surprise - yay, are you jealous yet?! 


Alexi was too drunk - or deaf - to react and prove me wrong - or, if he had sensed the tension between me 
and my guitarist, he was too kind to cover me, by returning the hug. Esa looked both of us from tip to toes 


and back up, suspicion rising in his expression before saying: 


" Good to be friends with such a cool guy. I'll go see the others, so have fun and take care. Nice to see you, 


Allu..", he greeted us, casting a contemptuous glare at me, before walking towards Koskinen's direction 


My disappointment was pronounced. Alexi sensed it and discreetly invited me for a drink with Tonmi and 
whoever from Ajattara wanted to join them. | could use a drink at the moment. Then perhaps Alexi could teach 
me some growling or some confidence, as Esa's stare had implied. Alexi patted me on the shoulder with an air 


of friendly understanding. 
" Esa likes you very much... He told me he was so happy to have you in the band, you know...” 


Was that guy always so good-willed? Seeing Pasi Koskinen embrace really tight Esa, and then the two of them 
walk away like old buddies or lovers or whatever the fuck, all | could do was follow Alexi wherever he and his 


friends dragged me. 


| woke up in my rented room the following day, in a stinking pool of vomit - my vomit. Lying on the floor. Shit. | 
had no idea how and when | had ended up there, in the first place. | couldn't recall coming back home, let alone 
who | had been with.. What had happened? | stretched out disgusted with my condition and then | heard a noise 
coming from the bathroom. What the-? The door swung open and | gawked dumbfounded. 


" Pasi?", | asked in disbelief. Was | hallucinating? Otherwise, what was he doing in my room? | put on my glasses 


and, yes, that was definitely Pasi Koskinen getting out of MY bathroom. In a T-shirt and his boxers only. 


And he was not the only one to come out of that door. 


| think | killed CoB's frontman last night... 


Author's Notes: 

"Divinity" is a song by Amorphis from the Tuonela album, originally sung by Pasi Koskinen. This story is 
fictional and doesn't reflect real events or the characters of the people involved It is written for fun, for the 
Ficmas 2021 and | don't profit from its publication | don't mean any harm or insult to the people involved in 


this plot. | hope you enjoy it as much | enjoyed writing it! 
Part 2: | think | killed CoB's frontman last night.. 


Esa followed him, soon after, out of the same place, wrapped in MY bath towel. Now, what kind of sick joke was 
that? | would expect to find Alexi, or Tonmi, or even a random girl in there - not Esa or Koskinen, or even 


worse, both.. What - had they been doing it in my bathroom? 


" Oh, you're up! Good morning, wild boy!", Pasi greeted me with a smile that seemed kind, and tucked sweetly 
one of my disheveled dreadlocks behind my ear. 


| froze, like a deer in the headlights at his acquired familiarity with me, and backed away from his touch 


automatically. 
" | don't think it is a good morning - not at all..", | mumbled warily - my head was buzzing, among other things. 


" How could it be a good morning, after what you were doing all night?" - Esa intervened with a rather strict 


tone in his voice for the situation. 


He dried himself with my towel, tossing it aside, when he was done, remaining totally naked and confident in 
front of us. His gorgeous body was unveiled, like a piece of art - the marble statue of a stout warrior - at 
the grand opening in a gallery, well-muscled, well-proportioned, his skin a healthy white color, inviting me to 
take a lick -gosh.. Shut up! | felt my face burn up with heat and shame and my blood migrate south, within my 
body. What was wrong with me? 


" Esa said you might need a bit of help..", Koskinen distracted me from my embarrassing thoughts with a 


tender voice, so contrary to his Ajattara growls. 


The hell | needed any help - especially from HIMI 


" | need to clean up myself and the floor, first..", | grunted and rushed into the bathroom, but Esa stopped me 
at the door, with his dangling hand, giving me back my wet towel he - and god knows who else - had already 


used, 


" | think you'll need this, Joutsen..", he said with a smirk and an ambiguous expression, and | grabbed the soaked 


thing, not sure about what to do with it. 


Thats it, Joutsen! Admit if, because damn, your body already speaks for you My body sported a burning, rock- 


hard erection, so straight, so rigid, like an arrow pointing at my navel. 


| soaked myself in cold water, freezing my urge to polar .numbers. And that's when | noticed the purple shade 
of a hickey, down on my abdomen, adorning my skin with its nebulous pattern. It was quite big and the color 
rather intense. It looked fresh, too. | hadn't been laid in.. months (how shameful...) and now this! What had | 
done after that fucking concert? Apparently, someone had kissed me on my belly, but hell, | couldn't recall 
anything at alll It took me a couple of minutes to shower in the cold water, and | dabbed the wet towel over 
my body, as best as | could, shivering at the chilly and dunk sensation of the wet fabric on my skin. Then | 


wrapped it around my waist, like Esa had done earlier, before | got out. 


My two guests were both dressed, Esa wearing one of my clean shirts and his black jeans from yesterday, 
slouching in the armchair, strumming my guitar, Pasi Koskinen standing in front of the kitchenette counter, 
brewing some coffee for all three of us. They had made themselves at home which made me more ashamed 


and suspicious of what had occurred at some phase the previous night. 


" Here, | think you'll need this..", Pasi Koskinen offered me a mug of steaming hot coffee and | took it gratefully. 


The strong aroma filled my nostrils, so welcome and that first sip was a boosting injection for my low 


animosity and nauseating situation. 


| noticed that the vomit was cleaned away from the floor, so either | had imagined it or one of the two tall 


men had done it for me, while | was doing my job in the bathroom. 


" So... How come you are here..? | mean, | totally recall the concert, | recall leaving with Alexi and Tonmi for a 
drink, but forgive me, | can't remember seeing you after the concert..", | said and took another sip of my 


coffee. 


Pasi and Esa exchanged a meaningful stare verging on suppressed amusement, perhaps a tad lusty, silently 
debating on whether | should be informed of something horrendous, or | was joking. Esa hadn't looked at me in 
that playful and deep way, as he was doing with that fucker, and | was annoyed. Encouraged by Esa's 
confidence, | discarded my towel somewhere on the table in front of them and grabbed my last clean sweater, 
boxer-briefs and sweatpants from the wardrobe, trying to get dressed in a carefree manner, under their 
thorough scrutiny. | banished my concerns about my nakedness, my height, my appearance and the prominent 
bruise on my abdomen. They didn't comment anyway - oh, probably because they already knew better than 


mel 


| felt Pasi's lewd eyes course my naked body with admiration - and it only made me wonder how much he had 


had of that view the previous night. 


" We finally ended up together in the Tavastia club.", Esa started explaining, with a steady, cautious voice. " You 
don't remember? We were a pretty big and cheerful crowd.. You got wasted very soon, so that might explain 
Stuff... My good frend Alexi"- he pointed out the words ‘good friend as a comparison to the words | had used 
the previous night for the same guy - “was in no condition to help carry you here so Pasi and | offered to 


stay with you.. to help you.. Alexi was so - how can | describe his condition." 


" Wasted and exhausted and damaged? Not so well..", Pasi added, looking questioningly at Esa and he nodded: 


" Right, not good at all - wasted and exhausted and sucked out of his energy! Was he bleeding, | think? I'll give 
him a call later today and see if he is OK.." - and god, his words pounded so ominously in my ears; what had 
happened to Alexi? Was it my fault somehow? " So, here we are.. Did this refresh your memory?" 


" Shit, not at all.. | can't recall anything..." 


" Well, maybe because you were stoned..", Pasi pointed out and Esa smirked. 


" Stoned?l", | gasped. 


" Yeah.. | mean, | always get stoned before a live show - it helps my voice and my growls and makes me 


confident to converse my feelings with the crowd..", Pasi explained and Esa interrupted him with a caring smile: 


" Lets not confuse him.. He needs more time to come round.. The point is that now that you are here, Pasi, 


let's not waste time-" 


" We haven't wasted any timel"- he complained playfully and Esa smiled at him before continuing: 


" Correct.. We've not wasted any time.. | was saying that you can help him... 


" Help me with what, guys?", | intervened, getting nauseous again, all the implications and smirks and hints, 
bombarding my handicapped memory, leaving me at a loss for words. Why couldn't they just tell me what had 
happened? 


How awfully had | been exposed? Especially in front of Pasi Koskinen? 


" | could help you with ‘Divinity’.. Esa told me you had some difficulties.." - and crap, no! | blushed all over, the 


feelings of inferiority and defeat overwhelming me. 


Esa was looking at us patiently, and | couldn't escape humiliation. Maybe pretending some nonchalance and 


interest in Pasi's advice would levitate me in his conscience. 


" Oh, that.. Sure, dude, it's always good to get some inspiration straight from the source.. How should | do it?", 
| said and noticed the slight change in Esa's expression, from contempt to rekindled interest, just with the 


arching of an eyebrow. 


" Well, pretty much like the way you did it yesterday at Tavastia." - wait. What? Oh, fuck.. "We can skip, 
though, the part where you got half-naked and pushed Alexi off the table.” 


Half-naked.. Pushed Alexi off the TABLE? He must be kidding, right? What table? Was | so stoned? What had | 
done? That sounded pretty scary. Suddenly, the idea of punching Pasi Koskinen became so alluring - because it 
was HIM, the fucking devil that spawned those horrible images with his implications. And he wouldn't just shut 


up: 


" You wanted to sing the song with Alexi - it didn't matter that the music playing was irrelevant, Alexi was 
fucked up already and wouldn't refuse you anything so you stood up on the table.. But you couldn't fit both on 
it, | guess, so you accidentally pushed him, and he landed ..uh... well.. somewhere on the floor... He should be OK, 


don't worry... 


" By the way, | got your shirt... It's in the basket for the laundry", Esa added as if what Pasi had disclosed so 


far was minor and insignificant and my obvious embarrassment didn't matter at all! 


| wanted to vomit. That was the most humiliating thing I'd ever done in my life - and acting like a furious 


teenager at the age of thirty-one in the hope to earn my guitarist's interest was preposterous! 


| rushed to the toilet and emptied my guts into the basin 


Had | killed Children of Bodom's frontman? 


The following hour passed strangely ..peacefully. We had a ‘friendly’ chat with Pasi and Esa, or more precisely, 
Pasi and Esa were chatting friendly with me, who remained mostly silent, simmering in my shame. We tried 
some singing techniques, with my predecessor in the band exhibiting his impressive depth and then Pasi 
Koskinen decided he had to go. Esa walked him to the door too eagerly and they exchanged something privately, 
out of my line of view. | thought Esa's large hand on Pasi's back lingered a bit longer than it was appropriate. 


So, that left Esa and me alone in the tiny living space: him returning to his previous position, sitting 
comfortably in the armchair, me bouncing nervously between sitting on the bed and pointlessly strolling within 
the walls of the small apartment, talking about nonsense, like the weather, the sound of the live concert, my 


red shirt... 


All the time he maintained his calm demeanor, not revealing any interest or any emotion at all. | thought that 


he would have already understood my feelings towards him, especially after that damn night - the one | was 


still trying to restore by putting together all the worrying pieces of the puzzle.. However, if he had 
understood, he didn't show, making me feel all the more prone to awkwardness. 


Time flew quickly into this unproductive situation The sky had already turned dark when | decided to talk about 
food: 


" Are you hungry? Do you wanna order something, or go out and grab some street food?" 


| wanted to add "Do you want me to cook something?", but | thought against it because it would degrade me 


even more in his eyes. 


My voice somehow brought him round and he put aside my guitar, he was holding all the time, since | had 
woken up. A faint tint of red spread across his pale cheeks and he stood up, noticing how late it was. 


" | need to go", he only said and grabbed his jacket." | think you are OK, concerning your recovery.. See you 
tomorrow at the studio..", he said, and almost in a hurry, he disappeared out of the front door, leaving me 


alone, pending, in pointless anticipation, with a growling stomach. 


Shut up you fucker.. He left.. He's gone., | thought to myself and struggled not to cry, seeing his formidable 
figure slowly diminishing in the night. 


| was beginning to obsess with him! Shit! 


| would do anything (foolish) for love! 


Author's Notes: 
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Part 3: | would do anything (foolish) for lovel#! 


My stomach growled again (better than what | normally do, trying to sing ‘Divinity’, so maybe | should sing 
hungry?) and | thought, what the fuck, lets go get something to eat before | die of starvation. 


| put on my coat and a beanie, because damn, it was cold already, something | hadn't noticed the previous night 
when | was steaming with anger following Esa to the concert. | tied my boots and rushed out in the cold 
streets of Helsinki, in search of some place to eat! Or something to eat - even someone to eat! The more | 
walked the streets, the more exhausted | felt - indicative of my depleted strength due to prolonged fasting and 
extreme cold. | thought about my wild, little friend and what | had presumably done to him, even accidentally, 


and took out my cell phone to give him a call and check his welfare. 


" Tomi..", he whispered, voice raspy, as if he hadn't used it for a long time. Perhaps he was still sleeping and | 
had just woken him up. 


" Alexi! How are you doing, man..2" 

" Umm.. Fine? | think..", he whispered again and | was worried. 

" | just called to see if everything is OK, because.."- but he cut me: 

" Well, yeah, yeah... Uhh... I'm in bed.. and.. You know... lm not alone..", he spoke in an even lower voice. 


" Oh, didn't mean to interrupt." 


" | can't talk right now..", he went on with the same low, husky voice and | could visualize him naked in bed, in 
someone's exclusive company, being appropriately taken care of, trying to mask the embarrassing phone call 
that interrupted their activities, as if we had done something unimaginable that fucking night, that was still 
distressing him! 


"OK... But..." 
"It's OK, dude... Really, OK. Everything's fine! Let's forget about last night and „everything's ok" 
"You are not ..hurt? Somehow... Did |-?" 


" No.. No no no..! Everything's fine! It's all cool, you know.. | won't tell anyone! | promise..", he mumbled barely 
audible, maybe because someone had just appeared and it was all too awkward for him. " Look, | have to go 
now.. Take care and ..See you around, dudel", and he hung up, leaving me staring at the blank screen of my cell 


phone, completely baffled. 


Instead of casting some light on the mystery of the bothersome night, he only made things worse for me. It 
was pretty obvious that | had done something inappropriate, there was no explanation for his hasty and 
secretive behavior on the phone. Was he, after all, the reason behind my big purple mark? The image evoked 
was terrifying, thinking of Esa and Pasi witnessing my travesty at Tavastia, getting stoned and ambiguously 
flirty and fucked up. Had | messed up with the wrong guy? Oh, god.. The prospect was horrific. What a fool | 
was.. What a mess | had caused.. And was | still hoping for Esa's ..romantic interest? How pathetic! Who was | 
fooling? What would he be thinking of me? He might as well believe that | was a male whore, stalking on him, 
making out with anyone else, getting stoned and.. crap! | was never that type! And look at what | had become! 


| stopped in front of McDonald's, got in and ordered a cheeseburger and French fries. This wouldn't be my first 
choice to eat, but nothing had been normal since the previous night, so | thought it might work, as well. The 
place was pretty busy so | sat by myself at a small table by the window and started devouring my 
unwholesome meal. | promised myself to start eating healthier once | was back home; | had a trained body to 
sustain! | would have my vegetables and whole-grain stuff, and start exercising again - and cut back on 


whatever foul substance | had taken THAT night.. 


And as | was giving my word to myself, gazing out of the window, remorseful of my achievements, | caught a 
glimpse of a familiar figure passing by, on the opposite sidewalk: it was a carefree Esa, laughing and tugging at 
Pasi Koskinen's arm, in the company of our other guitarist, Tomi Koivusari.| almost choked at the spectacle, 
and knocked my soda over my last clean pair of trousers, getting soaked, looking as if | had pissed in my own 


pants! What a jerk.. 


Esa looked like an Archangel, or a saint in armor (an ..armored saint?), wearing that grey beanie, with his long 
cascade of blond hair draping over his leather-coated torso, tall and stout, all smiling and having fun, 
unperturbed. Pasi Koskinen, on the contrary, looked like the devil, only the horns were missing, clad in black, 


with black long hair completing the blackness, slanted penetrating eyes staring back at my guitarist with 


mutual worship, so obscure but so seductive at the same time.. OK, admittedly he was impressivel His lips 
were shapely and the silver ring on his nostril glistened with the lights of the passing cars that honked at his 
careless, precarious stroll. But he didn't seem to mind, as he was focused on Esa and Esa only! Tomi was 
laughing along with them, and it occurred to me how redundant his presence was, in that ‘crowded’ company. 
Yet, he looked so relaxed to be among his bandmates - the old Amorphis, united in a newer, fresher shape, 
that of Ajattara. | thought that both preferred Pasi to me, and suddenly my cheeseburger tasted dry and 
chalky - inedible. | spat my last bite in a napkin and downed what was salvaged from my soda in one gulp, to 
wash away the off-putting taste from my mouth - not that | was going to kiss anybody, just saying.. 


| thought that everyone around me was conniving against me, that they were mocking me, laughing at my 
naive and ludicrous actions, as if | were the clown of the band - and, now that | come to think of that, that 
was exactly what | was! The clown, the small funny guy with the weird hair and the piercings, who could 
barely growl, who could not sing a proper note in tune, yet the only thing he was good at was blowing 


someone's cock, before slamming them on the floor... Shit. | wanted to cry.. 


| felt all alone in Helsinki, desolate. Should | ride my bike and get the hell out of here - leaving them in their 
sweet peace with their old junkie of a vocalist they had hadl? 


| followed them with my eyes as they were getting into the Mexican restaurant on the opposite corner - and 
that explained Esa's haste, to leave me, without inviting me with them. He wanted to have a proper dinner with 
his honey bunny and their promoter? - | had no idea what Tomi Koivusari's role was in that volatile ..combol 


How distasteful 


| got up and left the place instantly. There was a pub opposite their restaurant, so | dropped by to get a drink 
and warm up my freezing body - and frozen memory, too. Not that it was convenient to spy on the presumed 


couple - no, definitely no! | wouldn't be doing such cheap tricks! No! 
Well, yeah... Fuck. 


The first beer was succeeded by a second one, and that one by a third, gradually getting tipsy and dizzy, 
listening to Madonna, Prince and Boston - that might have been the heaviest of all and suddenly it sounded like 
„pure death metal to my ears! | caught myself singing along with their music, emphatically, as | would usually 


do on stage - how embarrassing.. | made a mental note, not to drink ever again! 


So, | had been experiencing a tremendous memory gap, concerning the events of the previous night. | tried to 
put them together, to see if math would help.. Esa had gone to Pasi Koskinen's concert, without telling me, to 
support his black metal band. Fine. | followed him there. Uhhh... Not so fine, but still.. | hang out with Alexi 
Laiho, whom | met there, and joined him for a drink afterwards. We went to Tavastia, and that's the point 
where my memory abandoned me for good.. | guess we got rather drunk, stoned, and somehow Pasi and Esa 
joined our group.. Somehow | had ended up singing and indulging in extremities, at least with Alexi, whom | 
presumably injured in a violent jolt? It didn't make sense.. How? Fuck! And now he was at bed forgiving me for 
- fuck again! And | woke up at Esa's and Pasi's company and they were naked in my bathroom, because Alexi 


was in no place to.. Crap! My body was bruised, but | could stand upright and walk with not much effort, if 


that indicated something. (Alexi was in bed and in no place to - hell and holy fucking Christ.) | quit the shocking 


mathematical sequence - it was no time for ..differential equations right now! 


| was pretty wasted when | staggered out of the pub, heading home, fruitless. My mental note, not to drink 
again didn't help.. Only my conscience was burdened with feelings of guilt and shame. My vision was blurry and 
| stumbled on every single pavement slab that was jutting dangerously, not properly laid in a smooth walking 
surface. That's what one gets when walking drunk and without their glasses on. | thought | caught a glimpse of 
a beautiful blond blur and an evil dark cloud, meld in one form, in a tight embrace, but | didn't realize what it 


was all about right away and then | was too proud to look back 


| had better go home and get my shit together because the morning after, a fearsome rehearsal was awaiting 


for me.. And there was no way of fucking it up again in front of Esal 


İt looked lke a piece of art, a statue, only it involved motion Two muscled bodies, their complexion a healthy light 
fone, admirably long and marked with bold ink, snatched and flexed into an intricate, carnal complex. The arch of 
the muscles could be precisely depicted with a parabolic function graph, if | must use mathematic terminology from 
some ancient school lessons that somehow had surfaced in my subconscious mind, distracting me.. What makes the 
graph more intriguing is the oscillation that occurs periodically, a repetitive movement of both participants - the 


two variables of the function - that recurs in time... 


The two bodies are struggling for dominance, but at that stage of intimacy, the boundaries between dominance and 
submission are fluid, vague, and most definitely interdependent - lke the striving bodies themselves. The submissive 


is actually the one that leads the glory ride, without them there can be no dominant part! 


A strong hand palpates a lean thigh It is moist and sleek with sweat and lube, trembling from the reverberations of 
exerted passion A moan escapes the sculpted Ips. They form a mischievous smile - the devils smile. ve seen 
those lps before, haunting my mind whenever they sing, whenever they speak.. Lips so inviting for a kiss, supple and 
parted.. They ghost over the dominant neck, with feathery pecks, as the tension culminates. 


Slick lube eases the slide. Beautiful fingers strum the flesh, the skin, with affection and dexterity. A thick member, 
distinctive of the man it belongs fo, sithers in, fo fill up the opened path Do you like it? Take it hard? - a familar 


voice echoes in a whisper, addressed fo the horny, ridden devil, yet meant for my ears.. 


" Yes! Please.. Give it fo me! | want you hard in mel", | mumble, hands pushed down between my slack thighs 
following a primal call, a primordial urge, but the rider pays no attention fo my cries, restricting me to a mere 
watcher. " No.. don't look away! Here! Look at me and leave that damned one aside! Please! Look at me, Esa.. I 
need you so badly..." 


The blond warrior ignores me. However, the devil notices me and darts his glazed icy-cold stare onto me with a 
smirk; it verges between a sarcastic snigger and a smile of rejoicing In a show-off manner, he grabs the palm of 
the warrior who fucks him hard and secures it between his lean thighs, over his throbbing majesty. This seems to 
give him immense pleasure. | feel aflame. Bucked haunches move against firm thighs that thrust forward. Humid 
skin, slapping on humid skin They make a lurid, plopping sound, arousing and appalling, at the same time. The fight for 
dominance is compromised. I's almost impossible not to exclaim at the devil's majesty: pale white skin stretched out 
over his full length and girth, hard as a marble column, crowned with a capital bulging with blood and hormones, 
leaking, ready to explode. It needs to be caressed, petted and contorted - tackled like a dangerous serpent. 


"Oh god.. Oh god.. Please.. Give it to me..", | moan uncontrollably, watching the battle taking place, excluding my 
needy participation 


A low grunt escapes from the dominant's mouth; the voice quivers. He sounds unexpectedly vulnerable and delicate. 
Í would expect fo hear his calm and steady, and offen strict voice, enhanced with the demanded aggression for the 
situation, as he tries to tame the devil, prevail on him eventually and treat him hard, be mean to him, open him 
up, pull him by the black demonic hair and penetrate hm mercilessly, until the devil recoils and flushes his thick 


content all over the firm grp in surrender.. 


Like | wish to surrender and give in to Esa's whims, whatever these might be. 


| am awakened, gasping, almost in orgasm, my naked torso glistening with sweat, my erection making a tent out of 
my sheets, one step before fulfillment. My desire is greater than my contusion, after dreaming of an intimate 
instant between Esa and Pasi, so | grab my swollen shaft decisively and drive my orgasm onto my belly - my 
bruised belly - convulsing and breathing Esa's name.. 


He cant hear me.. He ignores me.. He despises me.. 


| couldn't find any clean shirts the following morning and my last clean one was confiscated by Esa. But | could 
hold no grudge against him for that; in fact, | was feeling quite proud that he fitted in my shirts, considering 
the difference in our sizes. So | rushed to the washing machine and put on my laundry. | saw my red shirt, 
crumbled in the basket, confirming Esa's words the previous day. | picked it and instinctively smelled it - a 
scent | couldn't recognize, but it certainly wasn't my cologne... | took a shower because, honestly, | was stinking 
of sweat and cum and beer, but | somehow felt relaxed and relieved.. Sex was always gratifying, even if it was 
degraded to a self-induced procedure.. The hell, so be it. At least it could grant me some luster for the 


rehearsal. 


Oh, yeah.. The rehearsal. We were supposed to work alone again with Esa, studying Amorphis’ old hits - wow! 
However, | was confronted with Tomi Koivusari's presence, supporting Esa with his guitar and providing me 
with another reason to shy away and recoil. | was angry with him for no reason - just becouse he had joined 
Esa and Pasi for dinner the previous night! Ridiculous.. 


My voice was hideous. 


" Enough! What the fuck is wrong with you? Wanna tell me?", Esa burst out against me and all | could do was 


lower my head and try to compose myself, not to give into desperate tears. | was a disappointment. 


| could feel Esa exchanging meaningful glances with Koivusari, before the latter spoke, more favorably and 


more atfably: 


" Are you feeling OK? Maybe you need some rest.. Take a couple of days off to regain your strength..2", he 


advised me, almost in a parental tone. 


" Yeah, maybe he should stay in bed and not go out all by himself, getting drunk in questionable pubs, singing 


cheesy hits like ‘It's more than a feeling, more than a feeling.. Ooooh!*2", Esa literally imitated a parody of my 
singing and | froze at my place. Wait, how could he possibly know that? Had he been watching my footsteps? 


How refreshingly welcome and odd this prospect was! 


| raised my head and gawked at Esa not hiding my astonishment. He was stern and emotionless, but despite his 
apparent impassiveness, | could discern a slight quiver of his lips, before transforming into a faint smile, as if 


pointing out that HE was the dominant one, he was in control and nothing escaped HIS attention 


The random scenes of my hot dream blasted my mind - his dominant body over Pasi's surrendering one, the 


lust, the thrust, the.. Ooohh.. | was horny again! 


" lm not feeling well at alll’, | muttered and hurried away, out of the rehearsal place, leaving them both 


flabbergasted, leaving behind all my belongings and my gear in my haste. 


| found refuge in my little apartment, in the enveloping warmth of my small bathroom, where | relieved my 
body with the help of my dirty fantasies of Esa straddling me like a horse, penetrating my body and soul in his 


desperate attempt to bring me round.. 


My cum was spilt all over my body, but instead of having two strong arms to embrace me, congratulate me 
and uplift me to the seven skies, | was all alone, shameful, and somehow hurt - but basically ALONE. 


Alone*?.. Another tough Pasi Koskinen song to learn.. 


Friendly concerns! 
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Part 4: Friendly concerns! 


It was already dark when | heard the banging on my apartment door. 


| had lost track of time being busy with trivial stuff, not minor though, like tidying up my laundry, doing some 
ironing so that my shirts and pants didn't look like shit next time I'd wear them, practicing scales with my 
voice, climbing as high as possible, ‘diving’ as low as my growls could possibly reach, then listening to some 
chill, background music.. Stuff that eats up one's time, without even noticing - and suddenly its time to turn in 


for the night, all worn and drowsy, having done nothing productive at alll 


| had already dozed off for a few intense minutes, earlier that evening, while slouching in the armchair, 
listening to the previously said chill-out music, only to wake up in agony, with a gasp - and the vision - or 
memory - of an intricately tattooed, delicate hand, with black oval fingernails, fondling my torso, palming my 
crotch, parting my thighs and exerting a gentle, delicate squeeze on my exposed parts, so as to allow a pair of 
bodiless lips engulf my - Oohh.. Jesus fucking Christ. It made me come and wake up with the stickiness in my 
pants. It was just a hand, no face attached to it, but | swore that | had seen the patterns and the spindly 


fingers before, in real life; it wasn't just a figment of my depraved imagination.. This hand - it fucking belonged 
to someone, but who? Definitely, it wasn't Esa's, and as far as | could say, neither was it Pasi's, too. It was 
way too feminine and soft to even match the strong thick fingers of those two. The sense of befuddlement | 
was experiencing was very upsetting, so the hell with that fucking nosy hand! Might as well have seen it at the 
grocery, picking up tomatoes and been stricken by the designs on it - | don't know.. It didn't necessarily mean 
that it was an actual memory, or that it belonged to a particular person - it was just a dream: a patchy 
collage of random impressions and vague recollections concocted and distorted to an unrecognizable mess. 
Random photographic imprints mixed up with subconscious agonies. That's what it was. But the dream was 


damn hot and it only made things worse for me - | mean, come on, getting off on a fantasy of a handjob and a 


blowjob? So stupid.. But damn hot, too.. 


The TV was on, showing some random shit and | wasn't exactly watching Top Chef, or whatever lame, gossip 
TV show was on, though my behavior the last few days could outscore those brainless kids' fake, pathetic, 
disgusting reactions.. | was sipping on some tea, wearing my glasses (yeah, | needed to have a clear view of the 
human degradation), my dreadlocks in a dreadful bun, wearing only a saggy pajama pair of pants which was 
tucked into my knee-height gray socks, squatting on my bed as | was letting myself be brainstormed with the 
aired rubbish. My mind was drifting to my lame situation and the hand in my dream, and | hate to admit that | 
somehow empathized with the participants of those reality shows, especially when they got themselves messed 
in set-up fucked-up situations involving unrequited love affairs, sex, back-stabbing and bitching about laundry 


and bedroom arrangements. 


That's when | heard the knock on my door. Mindlessly | stood up and went to open it, my attention still focused 
on a petty TV brawl - and then.. sunshine flooded my dull apartment! Esa was standing at my threshold, tall 
and imposing and ..imperial, his long blond hair in the role of the sunrays, blinding me with his radiating glow. | 
gawked at him, dumbfounded - and | dripped some of my tea on my pajamas, straight onto the presumable ... 
target! 


" Did you just see a ghost, Joutsen? What kind of reaction is that?!", Esa teased me playfully and walked into 
my room without asking for permission Apparently, he took it for granted. | sidestepped to let him in 


He was holding a bag with the stuff | had left behind in the studio when | beat a hasty retreat. So, that's why 
he was here - nothing special, Joutsen - why would you even think that he wanted to see a pathetic, lame moron 


lke you? 


" Hello to you..", | muttered, blushing red like that shirt of mine, and closed the door behind me. | think my 
heart was beating so fast and so loud that Esa would hear it and get disgusted. 


He didn't, though. Instead, he took off his shoes, his beanie, his scarf, and his leather jacket, which he threw 
onto the armchair. His actions showed me that he wouldn't leave any time soon - he had come to stay for 
some time. | felt so happy. 


" | brought the stuff you left at the studio earlier today..", he said and looked around, perhaps a bit awkwardly. 
Maybe he was checking if | was alone - (ALONE*.. Of course, let's not forget the song | should have already 


learned...) 


" So, this means I'm out of the band?", | blurted automatically, trying my best to sound calm and definitely not 
bitter. 


" What?" 


" Am | out of Amorphis? Because | know | fucked up at the studio today.. And yesterday..." 


" Nol What makes you think so stupid?" 


" Oh, Esa.. Come on! I'm sure you're pissed off with me, for not being able to sing those fucking songs...” 


" Well, mostly worried about you. Not pissed off. You seem so stressed and, uh.. acting so out of character... 


Actually, this bothers me... Is everything OK? Are you sick?" 


"|." and | stopped. What could | possibly tell him? That | was infatuated with him and it felt embarrassing? 


For, that was my ‘sickness’. 


" You?", he encouraged me to continue. 


" |.. | might be experiencing some strange... predicaments." 


" Predicaments?" 


" Yeah. | might have done something horrible to.. to Alexi Laiho" - hell, why did | have to bring him up? Fuck, 
Joutsen, stupid, stupid dork! Correct it now 


" To Alexi Laiho?", he repeated after me, obviously doubting my statement. 


" Yes. | think.. l-" - smashed his face; no; sucked his dick; no? broken his neck; no; let him fuck me; no; killed 
him; no no no please no- "oh, forget about it..." 


"Is that your problem? You care about him?", he asked me and for the first time, | recognized some subtle 


signs of real worry, perhaps weakness or even nervousness. Was he anxious that | cared more about Alexi? 


" No, | mean, sure, | care about him, more like that he is not dead or -shit. But nothing more than that." He 
seemed relieved at my words - or was it my willful thinking? 


" Alexi has other people to take care of him. Trust me, he will be fine, eventually. He is a tough little beast - 
quite contrary to..", and he hesitated, staring into my eyes for one moment that lasted way too long, weighing 
his next words. 


| was pending, hanging from his lips, waiting for an answer that might refer to me. Please, Esa.. 


" Contrary to you.", he managed it! " | never expected to see you so perturbed, the previous two days.. 
Stoned? Drinking all by yourself? Why? You've never been so careless and then, all of a sudden, and out of the 
blue you are acting so weird and cranked up!", and he extended his big hand towards my head, and touched one 
of my dreadlocks, tucking it behind my ear." You scared me. And don't tell me it's the songs... 


| was already blushing and smiling to myself, at his comforting touch. He was more delicate than he normally 
let show, in front of other people. Perhaps he was feeling uncomfortable, talking to me so tenderly and showing 
some affection that he was not used to beforel 


" That's very.. Very kind of you. | do appreciate it, you know. Thank you..", | mumbled, relishing his lingering 
hand on my hair, playing and patting my long dreadlocks. He seemed absorbed in that minor drill of affection, 
musing while caressing me, without uttering anything else. 


| was overwhelmed by his energy. | was almost sure that he was feeling something more than brotherly love 
for me, that perhaps he nurtured feelings for his pathetic singer, that perhaps he found me sort of exotic, or, 
better, erotic? Attractive? | was half expecting things to take on the desired course, | was almost leaning 
toward his direction, preparing for an intimate hug, or something like that anyway.. A kiss? A peck on the 
cheeks? Extensive exploratory fondling? Anything would be fine for me! But | definitely needed something. | 
couldn't get enough of him, and simply admiring him was already too litte! 


Then, there was another knock on my door - and | was suddenly hurled out of my wistful romance. The 
knocking on the door became somehow playful, like a Morse Code, and hell, it was so off-putting and sad, and 
outrageous, that | barely held my tears! 


Esa was thrown off his musing state, restored into his usual stern and impenetrable self, and went to open 


the damn door. 


" Koippari! Come in, dudel", Esa welcomed our rhythm guitarist, patting him on his shoulder and | had never felt 


so dejected to see a person in my life - ever again. 


" Tomi! How are you doing, man?", | felt obliged, though, to show some enthusiasm, twisting my lips into 
something that | hoped would pass for a smile. 


" Joutsen, how are you feeling? | brought us some Mexican food - Tortillas with beef, chicken enchiladas and 
veggies and Guacamole. Esa and | were worried about you earlier, at the studio, and he dropped the idea to 


come and check up on you - and, you know.. Take care of youl” 


Oh, how finelll Fine! 


" Yeah, but first we must eat because otherwise no real work can be done, right?", Esa said and Koivusari 


nodded, grimacing emphatically. 


" Right, Esa! | thought | could buy us some Margaritas, but after Tomi's issues with alcohol, as we all know-", 
and they both nodded in accord, sharing some secret knowledge "-| thought better of it and brought us only 


some coke." 


" That's exactly what I've been fancying all night! Eat and watch Top Chef..", | said sarcastically. 


" Dude.. You can't be watching that shit, can you? For real?", Koivusaari said with a frown shadowing his 


slanted blue eyes. 


Oh, he was so obtuse - or teasing mel 


So we sat all three together in a row on the bed and munched and chomped on the Mexican food, watching 
bullshit on the TV, until Tomi realized that it was time he went home - at last! He stood up, rubbing his 
tummy and stretching his long and slender limbs, while we were still half-lying, half-sitting on my bed, rolling 


our eyes in his direction, too lazy to stand up and walk him out. 


" OK, guys, that was pretty ..educational, | suppose... I'm going now! It's rather late." 


" Oh, is it? What time is it?", Esa was alarmed by Tomi's annoying words and | glared at our rhythm guitarist 


- why did he have to remind him of the time, when he could just go, all by himself? 


" Why, do you have an urgent appointment in the morning, Esa?", | snorted, still keeping my eyes on poor 
‘Koippari' who was looking back at me bewildered, not knowing if he had accidentally said something wrong, or 
whatever - because my glare and notions SCREAMED out that | was implying something COMPLETELY off and 
UNHEARD ofl 


" Oh, mon.. | don't remember... |.. Don't we have a rehearsal at the studio, to try our old songs?", Esa asked 


me. 


" Our old songs.. Maybe, but | don't feel like doing it yet.. Not after today - you know..", | mumbled shyly. 


" We can arrange it for the evening.. We could ask Pasi to drop in and help..", Tomi Koivusaari said the magic 


word and | pierced him with fiery eyes and a malicious grin, for the second time in five minutes: 


" Yeah! That would be absolutely magnificent! | love your ideas Koippari! Just perfect", | blurted and Esa and 
Tomi looked at each other meaningfully - humiliating me more than | already was, by their mutual 


comprehension. 


" We can transfer the rehearsal for the evening, at the studio..", Esa said finally. "Or here, at your place, if 


you are feeling more relaxed this way.."; he continued gently and | was astounded at his prodigious proposal. 


" OK, guys... Its three already! You figure it out and see you..", Koivusaari said and walked out of my 
apartment, closing firmly the door behind him, leaving us both ALONE, at last, all sprawled out and slack on my 
bed. 


| was still wearing my old, worn pajamas and footballer's socks, looking really shabby, and we were staring at 
each other deeply, speechlessly - silence tensing the atmosphere precariously. Esa lifted his strong hand and 
patted my crazy hair that was sticking out in weird angles. | just let him take his time, relishing the sense of 
security his touch gave off. Then he ran his finger across my cheekbone, still staring into my eyes moving it 
over my lips to explore their shape, | suppose - or nag my piercing, | have no idea My heart was pulsing 


really fast. 


And not only my heart. 


| felt something stirring the soft fabric of my silly pants and both of us slowly looked down, at the „intruder. 


My dick was forming a huge tent, greeting us hello in its unique way! 


Hello you there, tool 


Breakfast for six 
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Part 5: Breakfast for six 


Holy shit! What was | supposed to do? | think I've never felt more humiliated than that before in my life. | 
swallowed hard and tried to put my hand over my groin in order to tame my ‘wild-thing' - but it was no use. 
Esa had already seen the anomaly on the surface of my pants before his eyes and whatever | tried to do, 


simply pointed out the fact that | was hard for him! 


" No, no.. Don't try to hide it..", he told me awkwardly and | stopped in my tracks, looking at him with disbelief. 
" | mean.. Its OK.. It's not that | haven't seen /t all before.. Its OK..", and he patted me... 


He patted my erect dick, tenderly, with soft movements, which only raged up the fire down there. 


So, he had seen it all before... | didn't dare ask him when, or how. The way he spoke didn't give me the 


impression that it had been a ..private occasion, so to speak.. 


And, by the way.. What was he actually doing? 


" You... I'm... Uh..", was my eloquent approach. 


" Oh, Tomi.. You're such a fool..", he said and turned around, almost straddling me, before leaning in front of 
me to kiss me. "A big, big fool.. Completely dumb..", and kissed me again. " But that's the reason | like you..", he 
whispered, taking another breath before resuming his task. His hand started massaging my poking tip above the 
fabric, with big, long fingers and | stayed there, motionless like a statue, baffled and hesitant. Was | dreaming? 


Despite Esa's foreboding and definitely masculine appearance, his kiss and his touch were very light, | could 
even say shy. He lacked the confidence and rigor he usually displayed on stage or in the studio - or even in 
everyday life - as if he were a youngster with no experience at all, yet bustling with unquenched lust and 
hormones. | thought he was hesitant to open up, not feeling sure about the way he should handle me. Not that 
| was an expert at male-to-male interaction - or was |, after all, after the damn Ajattara night? | wish | had 


some recollection of what had happened that night, yet no one was willing - or bold enough - to give me a 


hint! 


But, such thoughts had no place right at that moment, as | was finally kissing the ‘object of my dreams’, sober 
and relaxed in my bed, fully conscious of what was taking place - an event that would not be consumed by the 


alcohol-induced fuzziness. 


| just couldn't have enough of him. The timid caress of our tongues had soon developed into a vigorous dance 
within our mouths, escalating rapidly into a devouring encounter! His grip on my erect dick was getting more 
pressing, groping and stroking desperately, sloppily as if to get the maximum out of me, before | somehow 
disappeared! 


Hesitantly | slid my palm under his shirt, ghosting my fingertips just above his taut abdomen, making him 
whine so unlike him. It was probably the most arousing sound I'd ever heard so far in my life, one l'd kill to 


hear again. It condensed his despair, his need, and his surrender just in a low-key drone! 


" | like you moaning like that, Esa.. It's so hot. 


We broke the kiss to stare at each other from this new perspective, a faint smile blooming on his handsome 
face, transmitting into my face like a pest. We were smiling at each other and it felt quite intimate and bonding. 
Something just between us. No words were needed at that delicate moment. He leant into me again and we 


began kissing again an endless kiss. 


| yanked his shirt with a quick movement and exposed his magnificent, tattooed torso. He was like a Viking 
warrior, with all those Nordic patterns adorning his pale shoulders and back. | directed my attention lower, on 
his neck and then down on his collarbone, biting him when my hormones demanded extra outlet, eliciting my 
way over his chest. It's not like | was fully knowledgeable of what to do, or how to do it right. | simply let my 
primal instinct take over, hoping for the best. Probably he enjoyed it. My ministrations made him shiver and 
moan, gratifying me with his yielding whimper again. 


" Oh, Joutsen.. Joutsen.. You are so.. so fucking ..precious..", he murmured, as he stripped me of my pajamas 


and underwear with a decisive yank. 


He surprised me as he bent down to my groin, giving a few exploratory licks on my shaft. 


Esa Holopainen was licking my dick. Jesus fucking Christ! It was the last thing | expected from him, yet, there 
he was, bending between my thighs pulling them apart gently with his big, trembling hands! 


It was better than in my dreams - even better than the faceless mouth that had been haunting me since 
earlier today, and had presumably granted me the best hypothetical blowjob of my life.. Esa was far better 
than anything | had experienced in that field, for sure, just because he was real and vulnerable! He didn't show 


off or try to prove himself to be superior - he was humble and desperate and nervous and true. For me. 


| felt obliged to return the favor, so | sat up, unbuckled his trousers, and moved out of the way, his tight 
underwear, to reveal his glorious pride that sprang forth into my face. He was glistening, hard and throbbing, 
ready to explode. He must have been struggling in his pants for quite a long time. So, | latched my mouth 
around it and sucked hard, in order to relieve him, hoping that what | had been offering him was meeting his 


standards. 


He moaned deep and closed his blue eyes. OK, that was a good sign.. 


We flopped on our sides, our heads in opposite directions, facing straight into one another's loins, giving head to 
one another simultaneously. His mouth was rough and his tongue harsh, his suctioning hard and masculine, and 
his beard scraped the inner side of my thighs, a reminder of his sex which was a bit strange - but it felt 
euphoric. | was reaching my limits, preparing for ‘take-off, when he slowly pulled back, leaving me pending for 


release. 


" Don't cum yet.. Just turn around.. On your belly.. Please", he uttered desperately and | complied with his 


request submissively. His voice had sounded so subdued and hurried. It gave me goosebumps. 


Lying on my stomach, | felt his weight pressing down on me, and then | was covered by his broad chest on my 
whole back. He pinned me down on the mattress and there was no place to go, no way to move at all. He 
slithered a prying hand between my thighs and not being accustomed to such an approach, | tensed my 


muscles instinctively. 


" Shhh... Relax..", he hushed and planted a few pecks on the exposed side of my face; on my right temple, on 
my right cheek, on my lips. He wanted to reassure me, yet his tone and movements didn't inspire that at all, 
betraying his nervousness and great need! "l. damn.. | want to fuck you so hard..", he grunted helplessly in my 
ear. | urged my tongue to grasp his mouth as he spoke and allowed my body to relax, under his ministrations. | 


raised my haunches just as slightly. 


He continued caressing me between my buttocks, tracing my creek His movements were tense and 
uncoordinated, too eager to push forward and give in to his instincts. Then he paused and frantically scanned 
the place in search of something that wouldn't cross my mind at that moment of extreme exuberance. Lube - 
or some slick substance. Not finding anything, though, he spat in his hand and dipped his finger into my 
butthole, teasing my muscles to loosen up. | heard him moan at the sensation and it helped me give in to him 
some more. He entered a second finger and soon enough | was pierced by his sturdy hard cock, incredulous of 
the sensation. | was gawking, saliva drooling in a sticky pool under my face, in my sheets. There was a lot of 
pain, but he catered for my welfare with gentle thrusts and slow rotating movements of his hips around his 
‘axis’, so that | could get as much pleasure as possible without focusing on the bizarre feeling of being 


impaled and filled with something so big and stiff. 


" Oh... Joutsen.. You're so fucking tight.. So fucking tight... 'd think you were a virgin if.. Ah..", he murmured 
mostly to himself and | bit my lower lip, bucking my hips to help him move easier. 


The pain ceased to matter to me. All that mattered was the union, the connection - and this was engrossing. | 
came, unannounced, with a random thrust, as his cock poked consecutively at a particular point into me, 


smearing cum all over my bedsheets and then rolling in it, under his vigorous pushes. 


" There you go.. There.. Oh, Tomi.. Tomi, fucking Tomi..." 


He came pretty short afterwards, retracting his shaft to rain his .unholy hot spurts down on my back! He 
simply let a deep, prolonged growl, and then he allowed himself to collapse onto my back. And this was pure 


DIVINITY - it felt amazingly powerful.. Even if | was squeezed into and covered with my mess, unable to 


breathe, because of the cumbersome weight on my back 


| didn't realize when | drifted into unconsciousness - but at least it was a revitalizing, defragmenting 
procedure.. | was mesmerized by the secure feeling of his voluminous body close to me and let myself get lost 


in his warmth. | think he was kissing me lightly on my nape and shoulders before sleep took over. 


The morning, | woke up to the cool, almost freezing sensation on my bare body, completely alone. ALONE. Esa 
was nowhere to be seen, and all that was left was the lingering memory of the night and the soreness 


between my thighs. Curious, if not worried, | searched for him visually. It was difficult for me to move. 


" Esa?", | asked narrowing my half-blind eyes, peeping around to see clearer, however, no one replied - and no 
one appeared in my optical view, coming out from my bathroom wrapped up into my towel, perhaps? Alas, no - 
such things happen only when you least expect them. Or, if we had invited more people in our company, like 


Pasi Koskinen, for example? 


In vain, | called out his name again, to receive no answer. He was not there. We had just fucked, it had been 


paradise on Earth - but then paradise was lost. Now it tasted bitter, because he was gone. 


Why had he left like a thief? Had he possibly regretted our hot session in bed? | couldn't even imagine why he 
would feel so, as he seemed genuinely to be having a good time with me.. Or perhaps it was just that - 


nothing but a good time, that didn't mean anything to him. Fuck-n-go.. 


Maybe it wasn't mutual after all.. Maybe he was just fed up with my shit and wanted to help me out of my 


innuendo, by prescribing the only cure that fixes extreme stress - and a questionable oral performance.. 


| took a scalding shower to cleanse my body and soul from the hormonal aftermath and after dressing up, | 
attempted to make some breakfast. Soon, though, | quit, because | had lost my appetite for anything. | checked 


my cell phone, but there were no messages, nothing at all. He had completely vanished into thin air.. 


| didn't know how to react. Should | call him? Should | blast him with messages, demanding some sort of 


attention? Maybe bash him? 


| only felt like shying away, riding my bike to Rovaniemi and hiding in the forest for a few weeks, without telling 
anyone, giving him enough time to think over and miss me. And search for me. Bombard me with messages of 


worry and regret - or send Koippari to feed me... 


Or would he be searching for Pasi Koskinen instead? Imploring him to come back to Amorphis, because he was 


so great and unique and he was being missed.. 


Fuck. My thoughts were merciless, traumatizing my soul. 


It took one hour more and my damn cell phone rang, signaling that | had just received a message. Disheartened 


| picked the apparatus and pressed the button, to read the message. 


It was from Esa: 


"Come to the café across from our studio, for late breakfast, to see who is with us! PS. By the way, it was nice 


yesterday... s 


| wondered how he could be in the mood for coffee with friends and stuff. Yet, his message had left a more 


personal hint! He hadn't forgotten or forsaken me after alll 


And who the fuck was with him that he wanted so desperately to show me? Pasi?? For another fucking 
morning vocal lesson? | didn't need that.. However, | felt compelled to comply with his request, so | put on 
more presentable clothes and rode my bike to the studio. 


| parked a few meters outside the café he had indicated and walked into the place. It was a sunny day and the 
café was flushed with natural light and a warming sensation which was enhanced by the smell of freshly 
brewed coffee and pastry stuff just out from the oven. | caught a whiff of croissants in the air and my 
stomach groaned. 


| could hear their loud boyish voices. They sounded happy, sharing their enthusiasm about something that 
escaped me. They were quite a big crowd, which was a bit off-putting, but at least, | hoped to keep Esa 
afterwards, ALONE.. 


There were more people than | expected; apart from shinny, happy Esa - relaxed with sex haze - and his 
‘acolyte’, Koippari, there was Pasi Koskinen - of course, how could he not be? - Tonmi Lillman, the Ajattara 
drummer and - surprise - Alexi Laiho! The latter had apparently resurrected, since our last talk, and was 
cackling ardently to his friends, showing something on his arm, gesticulating pompously in his typical Alexi 


manner. 


" Tomi! You came! Look who's here, safe and soundl", Esa said, exuberant, pointing at Alexi and they all looked in 


my direction. Five pairs of blue eyes in various hues and tones were directed into me. It felt awkward. 


Alexi was sitting between Esa and Pasi, diminished in their embrace, and they looked like two fathers who had 
taken out their frail little child! And fucking Laiho gave off that childlike innocence, with those huge blue eyes 
and petite size - no matter how mischievous he could actually be. He seemed a bit worn, perhaps injured 
because he bore some weird marks on his face, and he was showing some ugly stitches on his arm. He was 
smoking, exhaling rings of smoke in the air nervously, playing with his cigarette with his delicate, little hand - 
yeah, that little hand, with the intricate tattoos and the black oval fingernails... 


And it struck me as terrifyingly familiar. Oh-oh.. 


Their blue eyes were all stuck onto me. They were all grinning at me. 


| dropped my keys from my hand in panic, as cold sweat started pooling in the roots of my hair. 


Suddenly it felt far too crowded in there and the air was dense and choking! My mouth had gone completely 
dry. 


And they were still grinning wickedly at me, all five of them; Esa, Pasi, Koivusaari, Tonmi and Laiho, beautiful 
faces, with mysterious expressions, as if sharing a secret - the secret that my conscious mind had 


meticulously omitted! 


" Tomi! Long time no see..", Alexi cheered. 


All | wanted was to run away! 


The end 


> 


